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April 23, 2013.  Noosa
Over coffee I give the basic outline to my project, which includes 
photographing us all and a ‘self-reflecting process’. There is slight 
apprehension but generally positive. 
July 7,  2013 - Auckland, New Zealand
I asked Dave and Lorraine if they knew what happened when we left YWAM. I 
don’t know if they didn’t know, or were avoiding the question, either way they 
didn’t really answer, instead working out dates of when we were here. 
July 10, 2013. Christchurch, New Zealand
 
“It was a fraught time around when you were born” 
Graham (my uncle) said at dinner. 
We were talking about dad having cancer and trying to recall the sequence of 
events, diagnosis, treatment, my birth, moving to Paparoa. 
I hadn’t thought about that for a while, that fact that I was a ‘miracle’ baby. 
Strange to think of it like that. 
August 12, 2013.
Talked to mum about the Machine Gun Dreams photographs:
Mum: “It’s hard not to get hung up on ironing out the 
details when it’s your story.”
I said I didn’t really care about the details (actually I do, I wish now 
that I knew more), and that in this work it is about the story that it has 
become now over time for me. I now consider if this is arrogant - telling 
parts of dad’s story (and mum’s, Luke’s?, our story?) through my 
experience with huge patches missing. 
Mum: “Are you scared of showing it to him?”
Me: “Ye-ah”
…
Mum: “Looking at these photos… it’s making me remember what it was like”
September 9, 2013. Mt Gravatt Café 
Coffee with dad, I give him Machine Gun Dreams
Me: The idea is that it’s a letter from me to you about that place for you
Dad: About that period of time?
 
Yeah    
So what do I do with that?
Well that’s up to you, but the idea, it’s all remembering that time and thinking about what it was like. It took 
a quite a lot of thinking about after I got back, about how to make this particular one, cos there’s not a lot of 
photos.  It’s quite specific. So what I was thinking this is up to you whatever you want to do, so there’s some 
handwriting, so you can write on it as well, or you can cross bits out or rub bits out, or you can set it on fire, or 
you don’t have to do anything. And there’s blank pages too if you want to write on the blank pages or on the 
pictures. The idea of it is that it’s a different form of communication, it’s using the pictures and exploring a story 
through the pictures and then using this, this sort of form.
It’s like, more of an in depth thing.
And it’s something you can take away and sit with.
Oh I really appreciate this, I’ll sit down and have another cup of coffee and work my way through it. 
Is this going to be used in the PhD or anything like that?
 
 
Yeah
Ah ha ha
Well this is what it’s all about, it’s basically storytelling, and using images and little bit of text, 
but mostly images, as a, like a catalyst really.
Am I going to be famous?
Nah…
Alright, alright, well, so you do want me to basically to write something 
in there, that would be helpful wouldn’t it.
Yeah, if you want. And the idea is that this becomes an object in itself as well. It’s kind of a dual form. In its first 
instance it’s a letter from me to you and then you to me in reverse or whatever. That’s its primary function, if 
that’s all it does and it doesn’t go any further, that’s completely fine. Then if you’re happy and I’m happy for it 
to become something else, then it’ll become it’s own work, like a book.
And you’d use that in your PhD, like that?
Yeah, I mean I’d probably get it bound, but yeah like that.
Excellent. Ok. I shall scan it, check it, and probably go whoa, do I wanna go back there…
And it basically all started with that first book in Vietnam, that’s the idea.
September 17, 2013.
Dad rings me
Dad: “Am I the subject of your PhD?” 
 
Me: “This book, this part of it, yes. But the idea is that there will be 
other people as well, maybe 4 or 5 others doing similar things. Using 
photographing as a form of communication”
Dad: “Ok it just changes it knowing that you’re the subject. ...   Is 
this going to be in an exhibition?” 
     
 
October 27,  2013.
After a phone call from dad.
Wait a minute I’m thinking now, he’s trying to get out of it...
I think how this is storytelling, not a factual history. 
This is a mixture of present time and memory and past 
events. Everything is blurred lines.
Who owns memories and the right to speak about them publicly?
October 31, 2013. Coffee Club, Springwood. 
Dad’s Birthday.
Dad: “I didn’t bring the pictures. I forgot them.” 
“It’s all to abstract, it’s like woaaahhh (hands waving around), I’m  
very black and white, I need to see how it will work.” 
I said something like that was for me to worry about, don’t worry about it, 
that’s my job to pull it together. I also drew a squiggly swirly line with a 
start and an end, we are the start, we have all this (squiggles) to go along, the 
exhibition and what goes in is here (near the end). 
December 6, 2013. 
I meet dad for coffee:
Dad: “Bad news, I forgot the photographs...     that’s alright isn’t it?”
Me: “Nah, it’s ok, we’ll just have to meet again…” 
December 23, 2013. 
Dad gave me the book back when we all met for a Christmas coffee. We 
didn’t talk about it with everyone there. I now question my initial drive for 
response – or even talking about it. Am I pushing too hard? Should I leave 
this book as it is and attempt a new way of working this?
Our first talk about Machine Gun Dreams with the images in hand. 
It was quite relaxed, I was relaxed anyway.
August 11, 2014. 
Coffee with dad this morning - Mt Gravatt Central Coffee Club. 
Dad talked about maybe including a photo of him marching in the ANZAC day parade and that it might be good 
to include that as context for a wider audience. 
We talk about the ‘skipping charges in Australia’ line in the first photograph with text. He told me he had 
a $200 fine from the Noosa drug bust but they didn’t put any charges against them, just held overnight 
(Christmas day?) in the lockup. There was another fine about the brakes of the old FJ Holden he 
had. I don’t know anymore what that story is. 
Dad says the dream wasn’t about the Pahi YWAM building, that that part of it was factually incorrect. 
We talk about for me it was correct at the time that I made the book, as that’s what I thought the story was. 
We talked about a ‘correction’ on the page, that he writes on the page saying it wasn’t about that building, or maybe I 
make another completely separate version of the story. A new one in Springwood and much darker version in light of 
our discussions since the first version.  I really like this idea and might pursue it.
 
The image of the pig’s nose links back to the farm in NZ having 
pigs and a few stories of them.
During talking about the images dad connects it back to Vietnam, his 
unit was known as ‘The Pigs’, we’re both kind of amazed at this connec-
tion and he writes it on the page.
December 31, 2013.
I’m thinking about making a book as a letter to Luke. He still isn’t talking to 
me since Adie and my secret wedding. 
January 17, 2014. 
March 4, 2015. Dad’s place.
Dad: I appreciate you talking about it and I appreciate you including me in it and I 
appreciate you talking in depth about this... 
Me: Ah, thank you…
...because there was a time when we were very distant and angry and that was not good 
 
 
Yeah
and I was very hurt through that.
 
 
Well so was I
Yeah we both were.
 
 
And that’s, that, this is a result of that, I don’t know if you’re aware of that
Oh yeah I’m aware of it
 
 
But that’s were it’s come from, and that’s what that very first Vietnam one was about trying 
to figure that out. About going ‘what do I, what, what, what do I do now, how does this 
work?’
Mmm.  So you think it’s working?
 
 
I think so, I think that’s it doing something, don’t you?
Mmm 
 
 
I don’t know exactly what, I don’t know if this is the only way, it’s certainly not the 
only way it could work or anything, this is just a way that suits my background and my 
understanding of things.
 
I think this is a bridge to relationship
 
 
Yeah
And that’s a good thing. And I think it’s a bridge to in depth relationship because you’re talking about realities.
 
 
Yeah. It is talking about realities but there is a, you know, there is that element of 
interpretation to it as well, I think.
Mmm
 
 
And trying to bring those different interpretations…
I keep waking up thinking about it.  
• YWAM is an acronym for Youth With 
a Mission, a global christian mission 
organisation my parents were heavily 
involved in from before and when I was a 
child. The Pahi schoolhouse building was 
a YWAM building during my childhood 
but now a fisherman’s house. Many of 
the Photographs in Machine Gun Dreams 
are from the YWAM base in Paparoa, 
which is still operating. 
• Pahi and Paparoa are small towns in 
Northland, north of Auckland in rural New 
Zealand. The Machine Gun Dreams series 
was photographed here.
• Springwood is in Logan City, south of 
Brisbane in Australia. It is the first house 
my family lived in after moving from 
New Zealand. The A Dark Time series was 
photographed here.
• My dad is a Vietnam veteran 
This exhibition is the result of a four-year project. The project began as 
a series of hand made artist books. The works seen on the walls are an 
interpretation of these. I made the artist books to give to my father as 
direct ‘visual letters’ with both photographs and handwriting. My father 
made some responses on the page written in pen and pencil (traced onto 
the wall for this exhibition). 
The first room contains letters that were made with an aim of creating 
a collaboration between my father and I. They have been passed back 
and forward between us and have been a catalyst for further and deeper 
discussion, which have led to more letters. They have been an attempt 
at addressing issues in our relationship in a form that is different from 
verbal conversation or a traditional written letter. 
The second room contains ‘unsent letters’ made in reflection to the first 
set of letters, the process they entailed, and the birth of my own son. 
These have not been sent or shared with my father, and have been made 
in response to the collaborative work ending.
A selection of the processes of the project is shown over this wall.  
This project began with the series Vung Tau (just to the left of this text). 
I made Vung Tau for a public audience, but ended up giving it to my 
dad during a period of difficult communication between us. It shifted 
our state of non-communication and sparked the idea of visual letters. It 
became the beginning of this project. 
Sharing these letters now with a public audience crosses the boundary 
from private to public and questions the role of art in both these spheres. 
There are many stories held both in the photographs and written 
components that will remain obscure to the outside viewer - though 
it is intended that the core of the stories, and the emotional tenor, is 
conveyed to you as an audience.
This is some text for the Vung Tau gobblede gook speaking blurbing 
thingo. I don’t know what else to writite so I’m just typing without 
looking. It’s kind of an amusing thing to do to see how fast you can 
type without seeing anything. 
This is some text for the Vung Tau gobblede gook speaking blurbing 
thingo. I don’t know what else to writite so I’m just typing without 
looking. It’s kind of an amusing thing to do to see how fast you can 
type without seeing anything. 
August 15, 2011
A few weeks passed since I gave dad the 
Vung Tau book and we met for coffee 
and talked tentatively to each other. 
It felt to me that we were in unknown 
territory. We talked about the town of 
Vung Tau and his version of the events 
the book is based on. Even though it was 
a stunted conversation I strongly felt a 
positive shift in our relationship. 
I photographed our coffee cups and dad’s 
legs with my phone. 
22nd August 2015
Sometimes I just don’t feel like having the same conversation over again. I could just see how it would go, yes we’re going well, 
yes, the baby cries and sleeps, stop asking if we have help because you’re too far away. 
April 17, 2015
Machine Gun Dreams exhibition (a work-in-progress showing of this project), The Hold Artspace
He brought out a guitar that was sitting on the ground in a case, and started playing it, right there in the gallery. I 
was a little confused and bemused by this, taking it as a way to avoid the situation or ease the seriousness of it. He 
had just bought it before coming to the gallery. We tinkered with it and I strummed a few chords but couldn’t think 
of anything to play of the top of my head. “Sounds good,” I said, “I like the size.” It was a nice size.
18th April 2016
I rang dad to see if I can show him the new works when he comes through Brisbane 
again. “I think it’s done and dusted, don’t you?” he says when I ask him, “well that’s up 
to you” I say, my hostility immediately up.
March 5 2016
I met Dad and Maureen to pick up some tools as they pack up the house.
“You don’t feel like I’m abandoning you do you?” He asked.
          “No, it’s not about that...”
I think after leaving that he could actually be protecting the 
relationship through distancing himself.
vvv
28 November, 2015
Lunch with Mum 
 
Mum “…sometimes the best way to know how someone feels is to ask them how they feel.”   
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VUNG TAU
Isaac Brown
August 15, 2011
A few weeks passed since I gave dad the 
Vung Tau book and we met for coffee 
and talked tentatively to each other. 
It felt to me that we were in unknown 
territory. We talked about the town of 
Vung Tau and his version of the events 
the book is based on. Even though it was 
a stunted conversation I strongly felt a 
positive shift in our relationship. 
I photographed our coffee cups and dad’s 
legs with my phone. 
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• YWAM is an acronym for Youth With 
a Mission, a global christian mission 
organisation my parents were heavily 
involved in from before and when I was a 
child. The Pahi schoolhouse building was 
a YWAM building during my childhood 
but now a fisherman’s house. Many of the 
Photographs in Machine Gun Dreams are 
from the YWAM base in Paparoa, which is 
still operating. 
• Pahi and Paparoa are small towns in 
Northland, north of Auckland in rural New 
Zealand. The Machine Gun Dreams series 
was photographed here.
• Springwood is in Logan City, south of 
Brisbane in Australia. It is the first house 
my family lived in after moving from 
New Zealand. The A Dark Time series was 
photographed here.
• My dad is a Vietnam veteran 
My adult relationship with my father is difficult for me. It is not 
abusive, violent or exploitative, though differences between us have 
contributed to a history of disconnection. AWOL at Vung Tau Beach 
is the finalising exhibition of a 4 year project. It examines the use, and 
limits, of a contemporary photo documentary practice to address and 
challenge fissures in this relationship, and ways to facilitate new modes 
of communication between us. 
 
The project began as a series of artist books, which I hand-made to 
give to my father as direct ‘visual letters’. These letters contain both 
photographs and handwriting. My father made some responses on the 
page written in pen and pencil (traced onto the wall for this exhibition). 
This exhibition shows some of the artist book letters in original form, 
while the work on the walls are interpretations of the original artist book 
form.
 
The first room contains letters that were made with an aim of creating a 
collaboration between my father and me. They have been passed back 
and forward between us and have been a catalyst for further and deeper 
discussion, which have led to more letters. They have been an attempt 
at addressing issues in our relationship in a form that is different from 
verbal conversation or a traditional written letter.
 
The second room contains ‘unsent letters’ made in reflection to the first 
set of letters, the process they entailed, and the birth of my own son. 
These have not been sent or shared with my father. They work in a post-
collaborative mode, made in response to my father distancing himself 
from the project, and in some ways, our relationship.
 
A selection of the processes of the project is shown over this wall. 
 
This project began with the series Vung Tau (just to the left of this text). 
I made Vung Tau for a public audience, though ended up giving it to my 
father during a period of difficult communication between us. It shifted 
our state of non-communication and sparked the idea of visual letters. It 
became the beginning of this project. 
 
Sharing these letters now with a public audience crosses the boundary 
from private to public and questions the role of art in both these spheres. 
There are many stories held both in the photographs and written 
components that will remain obscure to the outside viewer. It is intended 
that the core of the stories, and the emotional tenor, is conveyed to you as 
an audience.
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April 23, 2013.  Noosa
Over coffee I give the basic outline to my project, which includes 
photographing us all and a ‘self-reflecting process’. There is slight 
apprehension but generally positive. 
July 7,  2013 - Auckland, New Zealand
I asked Dave and Lorraine if they knew what happened when we left YWAM. I 
don’t know if they didn’t know, or were avoiding the question, either way they 
didn’t really answer, instead working out dates of when we were here. 
July 10, 2013. Christchurch, New Zealand
 
“It was a fraught time around when you were born” Graham (my uncle) said 
at dinner. 
We were talking about dad having cancer and trying to recall the sequence of 
events, diagnosis, treatment, my birth, moving to Paparoa. 
I hadn’t thought about that for a while, that fact that I was a ‘miracle’ baby. 
Strange to think of it like that. 
August 12, 2013.
Talked to mum about the Machine Gun Dreams photographs:
Mum: “It’s hard not to get hung up on ironing out the details when it’s your 
story.”
I said I didn’t really care about the details (actually I do, I wish now that I 
knew more), and that in this work it is about the story that it has become now 
over time for me. I now consider if this is arrogant - telling parts of dad’s 
story (and mum’s, Luke’s?, our story?) through my experience with huge 
patches missing. 
Mum: “Are you scared of showing it to him?”
Me: “Ye-ah”
…
Mum: “Looking at these photos… it’s making me remember what it was like”
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September 9, 2013. Mt Gravatt Café 
Coffee with dad, I give him Machine Gun Dreams
Me: The idea is that it’s a letter from me to you about that place for you
Dad: About that period of time?
 Yeah    
So what do I do with that?
Well that’s up to you, but the idea, it’s all remembering that time and thinking about what it was like. It took 
a quite a lot of thinking about after I got back, about how to make this particular one, cos there’s not a lot of 
photos.  It’s quite specific. So what I was thinking this is up to you whatever you want to do, so there’s some 
handwriting, so you can write on it as well, or you can cross bits out or rub bits out, or you can set it on fire, or 
you don’t have to do anything. And there’s blank pages too if you want to write on the blank pages or on the 
pictures. The idea of it is that it’s a different form of communication, it’s using the pictures and exploring a story 
through the pictures and then using this, this sort of form.
It’s like, more of an in depth thing.
And it’s something you can take away and sit with.
Oh I really appreciate this, I’ll sit down and have another cup of coffee and work my way through it. 
Is this going to be used in the PhD or anything like that?
  Yeah
Ah ha ha
Well this is what it’s all about, it’s basically storytelling, and using images and little bit of text, but mostly 
images, as a, like a catalyst really.
Am I going to be famous?
Nah…
Alright, alright, well, so you do want me to basically to write something in there, that would be helpful wouldn’t 
it.
Yeah, if you want. And the idea is that this becomes an object in itself as well. It’s kind of a dual form. In its first 
instance it’s a letter from me to you and then you to me in reverse or whatever. That’s its primary function, if 
that’s all it does and it doesn’t go any further, that’s completely fine. Then if you’re happy and I’m happy for it 
to become something else, then it’ll become it’s own work, like a book.
And you’d use that in your PhD, like that?
Yeah, I mean I’d probably get it bound, but yeah like that.
Excellent. Ok. I shall scan it, check it, and probably go whoa, do I wanna go back there…
And it basically all started with that first book in Vietnam, that’s the idea.
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Dad: “Am I the subject of your PhD?” 
 
Me: “This book, this part of it, yes. But the idea is that there will be other people as 
well, maybe 4 or 5 others doing similar things. Using photographing as a form of 
communication”
Dad: “Ok it just changes it knowing that you’re the subject. ...   Is this going to be in an 
exhibition?” 
     
 
October 27,  2013.
After a phone call from dad.
Wait a minute I’m thinking now, he’s trying to get out of it...
I think how this is storytelling, not a factual history. This is a mixture of 
present time and memory and past events. Everything is blurred lines.
Who owns memories and the right to speak about them publicly?
October 31, 2013. Coffee Club, Springwood. 
Dad’s Birthday.
Dad: “I didn’t bring the pictures. I forgot them.” 
“It’s all to abstract, it’s like woaaahhh (hands waving around), I’m  very 
black and white, I need to see how it will work.” 
I said something like that was for me to worry about, don’t worry about it, 
that’s my job to pull it together. I also drew a squiggly swirly line with a 
start and an end, we are the start, we have all this (squiggles) to go along, the 
exhibition and what goes in is here (near the end). 
December 6, 2013. 
I meet dad for coffee:
Dad: “Bad news, I forgot the photographs...     that’s alright isn’t it?”
Me: “Nah, it’s ok, we’ll just have to meet again…” 
December 23, 2013. 
Dad gave me the book back when we all met for a Christmas coffee. We 
didn’t talk about it with everyone there. I now question my initial drive for 
response – or even talking about it. Am I pushing too hard? Should I leave 
this book as it is and attempt a new way of working this?
December 31, 2013.
I’m thinking about making a book as a letter to Luke. He still isn’t talking to 
me since Adie and my secret wedding. 
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August 11, 2014. 
Coffee with dad this morning - Mt Gravatt Central Coffee Club. 
Dad talked about maybe including a photo of him marching in the 
ANZAC day parade and that it might be good to include that as 
context for a wider audience. 
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We talk about the ‘skipping charges in Australia’ line in the first photograph with text. He told me he had a $200 fine 
from the Noosa drug bust but they didn’t put any charges against them, just held overnight (Christmas day?) in the 
lockup. There was another fine about the brakes of the old FJ Holden he had. I don’t know anymore what that story 
is. 
Dad says the dream wasn’t about the Pahi YWAM building, that that part of it was factually incorrect. 
We talk about for me it was correct at the time that I made the book, as that’s what I thought the story was. 
We talked about a ‘correction’ on the page, that he writes on the page saying it wasn’t about that building, or maybe I 
make another completely separate version of the story. A new one in Springwood and much darker version in light of 
our discussions since the first version.  I really like this idea and might pursue it.
 
The image of the pig’s nose links back to the farm in NZ having pigs and a few 
stories of them.
During talking about the images dad connects it back to Vietnam, his unit was 
known as ‘The Pigs’, we’re both kind of amazed at this connection and he writes it 
on the page.
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March 4, 2015. Dad’s place.
Dad: I appreciate you talking about it and I appreciate you including me in it and I appreciate you talking in depth 
about this... 
Me: Ah, thank you…
...because there was a time when we were very distant and angry and that was not good 
Yeah
and I was very hurt through that.
Well so was I
Yeah we both were.
And that’s, that, this is a result of that, I don’t know if you’re aware of that
Oh yeah I’m aware of it
But that’s were it’s come from, and that’s what that very first Vietnam one was about trying 
to figure that out. About going ‘what do I, what, what, what do I do now, how does this 
work?’
Mmm.  So you think it’s working?
I think so, I think that’s it doing something, don’t you?
Mmm 
I don’t know exactly what, I don’t know if this is the only way, it’s certainly not the only 
way it could work or anything, this is just a way that suits my background and my under-
standing of things.
 
I think this is a bridge to relationship
Yeah
And that’s a good thing. And I think it’s a bridge to in depth relationship because you’re talking about realities.
Yeah. It is talking about realities but there is a, you know, there is that element of interpre-
tation to it as well, I think.
Mmm
And trying to bring those different interpretations…
It’s all a bit nebulous
…into contrast or into or join them together somehow or to make it interlayered
You’re thinking is very different to mine, because yours is all processing and it’s not completed but then your sort 
of feeling your way to the completion and it’s all within in a process, whereas I’m more ordered in my thinking, 
I like to see. You know, but I’m not always like that, but it’s just a different comparison in the ways of working 
things out. It’s just different, a different person, interesting yeah, a different personality.
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April 17, 2015
Machine Gun Dreams exhibition (a work-in-progress showing of this project), The Hold Artspace
He brought out a guitar that was sitting on the ground in a case, and started playing it, right there in the gallery. I 
was a little confused and bemused by this, taking it as a way to avoid the situation or ease the seriousness of it. He 
had just bought it before coming to the gallery. We tinkered with it and I strummed a few chords but couldn’t think 
of anything to play of the top of my head. “Sounds good,” I said, “I like the size.” It was a nice size.
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28 November, 2015
Lunch with Mum 
 
Mum “…sometimes the best way to know how someone feels is to ask them how they feel.”   
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22nd August 2015
Sometimes I just don’t feel like having the same conversation over again. I could just see how it would go, yes we’re going well, 
yes, the baby cries and sleeps, stop asking if we have help because you’re too far away. 
18th April 2016
I rang dad to see if I can show him the new works when he comes through Brisbane 
again. “I think it’s done and dusted, don’t you?” he says when I ask him, “well that’s up 
to you” I say, my hostility immediately up.
March 5 2016
I met Dad and Maureen to pick up some tools as they pack up the house.
“You don’t feel like I’m abandoning you do you?” He asked.
          “No, it’s not about that...”
I think after leaving that he could actually be protecting the relationship through dis-
tancing himself.
102
103
I keep waking up thinking about it.  
104
13 July 2016
Dad and Maureen came over a couple of days ago. They are passing back through Brisbane, staying one night 
in the caravan park down the road then heading south to the new house. Settlement happens in about a week. 
So this is the last time really of seeing them living in Brisbane. I don’t know if this project has had a part in 
their moving. Anyway, it was all very civil, I made tea, talked about the new house, he held Remi. I took a 
photo on my phone.
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Vung Tau
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